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APRA si ig Bere QUESTIONS 
( ( Sats wy Jeo! Questions 2! 


Here we are again and-- 
where did the summer go? 
As we got older, sudden- 
ly time took on wings 
and vacations left us 
with barely a memory. 
Why can't time be flex- 
ible and go slow when 
enjoyment is at its 
height ? 

Now that you are refres- 
hed and older there is © 
a lot of empty space in 
your head that needs 
filling and this is the 
time to learn still 
more for future use. | 
Long ago we passed that 
call at the end of 
Summer and had many 


happy days in the ole swimming hole or at the CHILDREN’S 
beach. Some went to the mountains to camp and to 


breathe in that glorious air so full in scents of last 
all plants and trees. HURRAH ! 
So back to school again while we older ones attend ye ee 


the "old School of hard knocks" and leave a seat 
for you in the modern classroom. 

We pay tribute to the many teachers who were so 
dedicated to the task of feeding us with knowledge 
for our future needs and for putting up with the 
nonsense of our day . There are a lot of easier 
jobs but the satisfaction of having been instrum- 
ental in guiding the young to fulfill their needs 
in life gives many a teacher the satisfaction and 
reward they deserve for their toil and when,in 
later years, they are commended by their pupils of 
yesteryear for all they did for them then there is 
a warm feeling that comes to their heart. 


Still sits the school-house by the road, For near her stood the little boy 
A ragged beggar sunning; Her childish favor singled: 
Around it still the sumachs grow, His cap pulled low upon a face 
And blackberry-vines are running. , Where pride and shame were mingled. 


Within, the master’s desk is seen, He saw her lift her eyes; he felt 
Deep scarred by raps official; — The soft hand’s light caressing, 
The warping floor, the battered seats, And heard the tremble of her voice, 

The jack-knife’s carved initial; As if a fault confessing. 


The charcoal frescoes on its wall; “I’m sorry that I spelt the word: 
Its door’s worn sill, betraying I hate to go above you, 

The feet that, creeping slow to school, Because,’ —the brown eyes lower fell,— 
Went storming out to playing! *‘Because, you see, I love you!” 


Long ‘years ago a winter sun Still memory to a gray-haired man 
Shone over it at setting; That sweet child-face is showing. 


: . : % f ah a ’ . | : 
by John Greenleaf Whittier 


Lit up its western window:-panes, Dear girl! the grasses on her grave 
And low eaves’ icy fretting. Have forty years been growing! 
It touched the tangled golden curls, He lives to learn, in life’s hard school, 
- And brown eyes full of grieving, How few who pass above him 
Of one who still her steps delayed Lament their triumph and his loss, 
When. all the school were leaving Like her,—because they love him. yg 4. 


~ « sxuet 


SO---you thought we were kidding when we mentioned in a past issue of the 
Crimpville Comments that there was such a "STADIUM" ? Well, here it is 
on the next page. Courtesy of Ethel Berardi who had saved this article 
for us and thanks to Nick Tosches for recording it on film. 
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Eiere is Nesterday” 


iady 8—Things were feaiiy 
looking up when the Belling- 
“Ram Junior Boys club of 
. this town was given part. of 
=) large pasture for a base- 
, ball diamond this season. 
Right now, though, all play- 
es are ieoking down. It’s 
‘safer to. / ate 
"The youngsters were glad 
‘to get' the area, located on 
~Hartford avenue, but they 
‘were a bit skeptical about 
t ‘the 26 cows that came with | 
| it. At first they fielded and 
_ batted as. if they didn’t have 
‘a Guernsey and Jersey Sita 
a 
. But the animals became! 
‘ vitally interested in the 
- game and soon inched their: 
way to the infield. One theo- 
_ ry is that they thought the 
- cowhide baseball was: a rel- 
ities: % 
“With their ears and tails 


‘flapping in the breeze, the Daily News Statt Fuoto 
im ai ite @ H Some of the youngsters who erected the sign are Ronald Cowen, Charles Terrior, Robert.-Cowen 
a cows scon became Aa major Richard Chattaway, Raymond ‘Pantano, Ferdinand Couture, Joseph Landreville, Ronald‘ ‘Kolosky, 
eae The situation came and Thomas Babineau. 


a boiling point when a 
-member of the home team | | 
“was called out after hitting 
a home run. He stepped on 
pan. he theught was second 
ase. 
~.. Now during all this fuss, 
the boys were still apprecia- 
eof the donation of Jand 
ae ~Couture. After all 
did give them a chance to 
play, ‘in safety away from 
cauto traffic. 
* But those darn cows... ., 
something certainly had to 
done. When all attempts 
Mailed, the boys decided on 
a, unanimous course of ac- 
abs t They erected a large 
‘Sign facing the roadway. | 


es. 5 As -yet..a solution. hasn't 
been found, but ‘the young} 
all . -pldyers are happy. Ev- 


their. cow problem in 
-pastuy sane all. 


REMEMBER Te ie gt no ss oe 
‘ ; e little girl appeared down- Who smiles to se 
| . I e the summer go, 
aN ine at the passing of Septem- the bright leaves fall, the chill 
7TH EF. t FE . r. iss just learned how to spell winds blow, the hoarfrost on the 
» She mourned, “and now it’s stubbled soil? The dealer who sup- 


one.” | 5 : 
Bi plies our oil! 


Teacher could 
Solve the tardiness 


|| problemif she 

| | would allow the | 
last kid to N 
arrive to ¥ 

i\ ring the bell N 


(AX 


| (DAID TEACHER WITH A WEARY SIGH, . 
PRAY, WHERE'S THE DOT FOR THE LETTER “I: 
_ THE PUPILS ALL ROARED. 
- WHEN THE GIRL AT THE BOARD 
- SAID,“STILL INTHE CHALK, MRS. BLY.” |, 


Tic BELL ON THE OLD SCHOOL WAS REALLY QUITE ALOOF: 

IT HUNG HIGH ABOVE OUR HEADS MOUNTED ON THE ROOF. | 
WHEN IT TOLLED IT MARKED THE START OR ENDING OF THE CLASSES. |. 
IT ALSO TOLD WHEN ONE WAS LATE WHICH IRKED THE LADS AND LASSES | 


wa 


YT a 


Mother GOOSE’s Melody. Mother GOOSE’s Melody. 


Ny. 
J] 
i iddle. : IDE aC rfe . 
FC aay Peace Et Ss es 
The Cow jump’d over the Moon ; To fee what Tommy can buy; ? 1) 
The litle Dog laugh’ A Posey wie edn Mother Goose" held a special place 
And the Did rn away withthe Anda Two penny Apple Pye. in the hearts of young folks who, now, 
As a 2 i bY 
Reis aa satya el aree have crossed into “old age". There is 
Git Dor would be aust laghcich something missing today in the field 
cock of reading material that leaves out 


RIDE 


° er 

6—The earliest surviving American text of Mother the joy of using ones imagination 

Goose’s nursery rhymes, 1794, part of the largest and r oaming off into a world of make- 

collection of American juvenile literature. ; belief. TV can never replace the — 
effects generated by imagination with 


There is a “Mother Goose” grave at Boston’s Old 
Granary, but whether the beloved jingles came from the depicting of fictional scenes. 


folklore, a French “Mother Goose” who was a man, 


or Boston’s “Mother Goose” still stirs lively dispute. What was your cxperience ? page hy 


MASSEY School, Center. Grades -5-6. Around 190) 


y : . 


Can anyone identify these pupils for us ? We realize 
that it was very long ago and it would be a nice 
surprise for someone who can remember that far back. 


eS 
# 
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The above view is the old KEYSTONE bridge 
over the Charles River on Depot Street. 
The "Midland" depot was to the left on the 
‘road. The new Industrial development would 
be to the right of the picture. 

Taken in the early 1900's by Myra Moore. 
Last nostalgic view of the 
remaining track whereupon There are several more "Keystone" bridges in 
the "Ghost Train" ran in the Town. The stones are cut in sort of a 

late 1800's. View looking triangle so that when the last set of stones 
toward South Franklin. The are in place they form a wedge that makes 
area to the left was where the bridge self-supporting for ages unless 
the other track lay. the base crumbles. Very historic. 
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Tragedy at Hoag Lake-1902 


Miss Mabel Ward of Milford was 
severely injured in a parachute 
drop exhibition when she went 
up in a balloon at the Lake to 
demonstrate jumping. When the 
chute opened,the sudden slowing 
down forced her to slip out of 
her harness and she fell to the 
ground at terrific speed. 


In the July llth issue of the 
Milford Gazette there is this 
account of her accident on the 
fourth of July, 1902. 


7 
5h ."Miss Mabel Ward, who had sever- 
(se “ ZN Atha > ] al times been announced to make 
elpetees dys Z DM Var fr |i Z- a balloon ascension and parachu- 
fit Pe |] ea j te drop at Hoag Lake Park, atte- 
= mpted the act Friday afternoon 
s before several thousand persons, 
and as a result she is now in 
} the Woonsocket hospital, with 


iA. AE a Foy ¢ one leg amputated, a broken jaw, 
Be al and other serious injuries sus- 
Courtesy--Memorial Library, Milford, tained in a fall of 60 feet 


from the parachute. 


She started up alone about five o'clock, and while accounts of the acci- 
dent differ, it seems to be agreed that instead of waiting to gain the 
safe distance of 1200 to 2000 feet above ground before attempting the drop, 
she made the attempt when only 125 to 175 feet. It is claimed that a para- 
chute does not open enough to be of material assistance in breaking a fall 
in less than 250 to OO feet, and in the case Friday the parachute was of 
no benefit to her. . ; 

When about 60 feet from the ground, her hands slipped through the straps 
attached to the parachute and she fell to the ground. Many women fainted 
and strong men quailed in their utter helplessness to avert what seemed a 
terrible death. Her injuries were found to be a fracture of the leg, her 
jaw was broken, several teeth broken, and her entire system given a shock 
from which it will take months for recovery. She was taken to the Woon- 
socket hospital that night, where the leg was amputated, and the physici- 
ans predict her entire recovery." 

The horror of the event was related first hand by Herbert Stewart who 
was there to witness it and his account is similar to the above. 
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REMEMBER THE 
_¥*, OLD-TIME BIKES? 


“DANDY-HORSE” 6 f 3 


OR “CELERIPEDE” THE “STAR” 
Paris 1816 


(CIRCA 1890) 


This consists simply of two heavy wooden wheels connected 
_ with a cross-bar upon which the rider sat and propelled 
himself with his feet against the ground. No records are 
available of speed attained on this snappy vehicle, but an 
active adult could probably make four miles an hour - witha 
strong following wind. : 


» $ Bell 
, Handle bar 
<2 


Ba 
(This type also on ree 
Victor ‘‘safety’) fi SS 


The ‘‘Star’’ of about 1890. Pedals were 
pumped up and down to propel it. After a 
few spills over backwards, the rider in- 
stinctively leaned forward. ‘ 


HeSiv! ©) We 


% inch solid Ue %*/, 
rubber tires a 


THE “BONESHAKER” |) § 
OR 
“VELOCIPEDE”’ 


“The “ORDINARY” OR HIGH-WHEELER OBIT 1885 


The author’s father aboard a lofty bone-breaker called, for 
some unknown reason, an ‘‘Ordinary.’’ Note the black 
tights, accepted attire for the cyclist of the eighties. 
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THE ‘“‘VICTOR”’ 1895 


Hr oroley 
This is the first two-wheeled vehicle using pedals on cranks 
and was invented by Pierre Lallement, who came to 
America and promoted the design here. What with the 
cobblestone pavements and lack of springs, the term 
‘‘Boneshaker”’ was a natural. 


The ‘‘Victor’’ of 1895. This was one of the first of what was 
known as a ‘‘Safety’’ bicycle, after the high-wheelers 
became obsolete. The price was $150 - very nearly a dollar a 
pound. The frame was actually made of gas pipe. Note 
spring fork and brake. 


(Note: altho not a scale drawing, this design is not 
exaggerated) : 


.. Any resemblance of this character to any person living or 
dead is purely accidental. H.S. 


TO THE RIVER CITARLES. 


River ! that in silence windest 
Through the meadows, brightand 
free, 
Till at length thy rest thou findest 
In the bosom of the sea ! 


Four long years of mingled feeling, 
Half in rest, and half in strife, 

I have seen thy waters stealing 
Onward, like the stream of life. 


Thou has taught me, Silent River! 
Many a lesson, deep and long ; 


Thou hast been a generous giver 
I can give thee but a song. 


Oft in sadness and in illness, 
I have watched thy current glide, 
Till the beauty of its stillness 
Ovcrtlowed me, like a tide. 


And in better hours and brighter, 
When I saw thy waters gleam, 

I] have felt my heart beat lighter, 
And leap ouward with thy strean. 


Not for this alone I love thee, 
Nor because, thy waves of blue 
From celestial seas above thee | 
Take their own cclestial hue. 
Where yon shadowy woodlands 
hide thee. 
And thy waters disappear, 
Friends J love have dwelt beside | 
thee, | 
And have made thy margin dear. 
More than-this-:—thy name reminds 
me 
Of three friends, all true and tried ; 
And that name, like magic, binds me 
Closer, closer to thy side. 


Friends my soul with joy remem- 
bers ! 
Ifow like quivering flames they 
start, 
When I fan the living embers 
On the hearth-stone of my heart ! 


‘T is for this, thou Silent River! 
That my spirit leans to thee ; 


Thou hast been a generous giver, 
Take this idle song from me. 


Longfellow 


,, “sy Sy 


“eld sehool barge 


Frown os 


YER CHOKIN' ME / 
| HATE THIS PRICKLY 
OLD CLOTH  : 


My 


( Hl rT 


Te A COLD WAS COMING ON 
MOM WOULD BE ON DECK 
TO'PIN A CLOTH OF FLANNEL 

TIGHT AROUND OUR NECK. 
RUB CAMPHORATED O!L 
OVER ALL OUR CHEST 
AND ORDER US TO 
BED FOR SEVERAL 
DAYS OF REST. 
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A KIND SPOKEN WORD 


A kind spoken word to the aged, 
A smile will oftimes do, 
Show this love tomorrow, 
You have gained a friend or two. 
A friendly smile, 
- A kind spoken word, 
Brings much joy, 
When seen and heard. 


Long-hair of the 1860's. 

I am sending you a picture that 
readers might like to see. Subject is 
unknown, but the style of the suit is 
of the 1860-1870’s. Doesn’t he look 
like some of our rebel teen-agers of 
today? 


GUIDE TO A LONG LIFE 


Play to twenty, labor to fifty and 
rest to the end of your life. Eat 
when hungry drink when thirsty, 
rest when tired out. Have a clean 
conscience, be meditative in the 
morning, industrious at noon and 
social in the evening. 

Maintain an affectionate disposi- 
tion, keep genius lively and culti- 
vate numerous friends. Keep the 
laws of your country, the golden 
rule of your calling. Thereby your 
body will be healthy, mind easy, 
soul pure, life long. 


Within this vale 

Of.toil and sin 
Your head grows bald 
_But not your chin....- 


From Rita Sawyer 


J 


